"No."

"Are you sure of that?"

"Quite sure."

It was like the tensest moment of a wrestling match. It
all depended which one of them could stand the painful,
torturing grip a second longer. They glared at each other
like watchful enemies. Then Bob turned his back to her and
began to pace up and down the long and narrow room,
hands crossed behind his back and eyes glued to the floor.
Sybil drooped a bit when she was out of his sight; she felt
all mangled and marred inside. -

"Congratulations," he said, stopping at the window that
led nowhere and staring out into the airshaft, filled with the
night. " Congratulations, Sybil. You know what you want
and you are going to get it. Silly of me to think only for a
second that you could call off the whole show and do the
decent thing. You get what you deserve------"

"Look at me," Sybil called sharply. "Turn around and
look at me!"

Bob turned around and looked at her, reluctantly. There
was a funny noise in his temples and he felt himself shaking
with rage and pain.

"Why, it's all in the papers," he went on in a blind fury.
" Think of all the nice publicity, and your career, and what
not. Singing Elsa in Paris and Evchen in London; why, it's
absolutely wonderful! Life is full of star sapphires and blue
foxes for you, isn't it? It's well worth taking old BhakarofPs
kisses into the bargain, even if he has false teeth, even if he
is a conceited, posing, pretentious old ham------"

The next thing that happened was a slap in his face. It
came so quick and unexpected that it took him a few seconds
to reali2e what the burning pain on his cheek meant. It
meant a slap in his face, no more, no less. Strangely enough,
it felt almost good. He stared at Sybil and she stared at him.

"Did I hurt you?" she whispered.  "I'm sorry,"